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The End is the Beginning 


Author's Notes: 
Don't really have much to say on this one. It's just a short little thing that | did for a friend. 


Kirk relaxed on the couch contentedly, observing the window and the expanse of nature that there was to view. 
There was a wide valley. Trees. The occasional wildlife. He was happy. He churned the drink in his glass while he 
gazed, shifting it from hand to hand as it was cold. He watched the wind lazily ripple through the grass and 
bend the trees along it's way. He took one last sip of his drink before setting it down on the table, lost in 
thought and personal conversations within himself. He loved mornings. Mornings that didn't involve hangovers, 
that is. 

His meditation was cut abruptly short as the door behind him swung open Kirk didn't have to turn around to 
know who it was. The familiar scent of beer and cheap leather wafted across the air like butterflies in wind 
Kirk pictured James in the doorway, his head barely scraping the ceiling, having to duck to get his hat 
underneath. Probably wearing that old stained sweatshirt that had always been too tight on him. Jeans, even 
tighter, torn and tucked into his brand new cowboy style boots. Kirk never understood the cowboy look, but if 
it was what made James happy, then he would just accept it. He used that philosophy for a lot of things 


James did, he realized. 


“Ey, Hammy!" James’ drawl broke what little silence there was left. Kirk turned around, finding that his 
presumption was eerily accurate, except for the fact that James wasn't wearing his old sweater. He had on a 
thin overshirt. Unbuttoned. his hair was pulled back over his shoulders, looking unnaturally neat and tidy. A 
contrast to his bushy and unkempt mustache. Kirk never liked the mustache. 

It tickled whenever they kissed. 

"What's up, James?" Kirk responded. James replied by stumbling over to the couch where Kirk sat and plopping 
down beside him. Kirk winced. The cloud of beer smell around James was as strong as it was on Saturday 
nights. Had he been drinking already? It was only ten o' clock in the morning! 

The frontman was sitting very close. Kirk didn't mind. It was James, and he loved James. It had been over 
three months since James had confessed that he loved Kirk. Kirk had been a bit weirded out at first, but then 
came to accept it. He belonged to James, now. James would follow him wherever he went, usually trying to find 
ways to convince him to make love. Deep, deep down inside Kirk's heart, he knew that he didn't like the way 
James made love. He was too rough. He would keep going long after Kirk had finished, usually until it hurt. But 
he loved James. And he was sure that James loved him, too. Maybe James would notice that Kirk was 
uncomfortable and do something different or- 

Kirk's thoughts were once again interrupted by the realization that James was smoothly caressing his chest 
with a hand. He felt his face flush hot, and instinctively back away. James' hand caught him by the back of the 
neck, pulling him back into a crude and rather sloppy kiss. James' breath was enough to make Kirk's eyes 
water. 

Kirk was pushed back into the couch cushion, giving James an advantage and the ability to keep him pinned 
down while he kissed him again, harder. The new position they were both in left Kirk squished into the side of 
the couch, with James’ elbow on his chest. It was very hard to breathe this way, and the poor guitarist soon 
found himself struggling for air. However James wouldn't let go. The pressure on Kirk's lungs was getting 
heavier. He began to squirm beneath his lover, trying to find a way to get air. He barely felt James’ powerful 
hand reaching under his shirt, trailing up the length of his slender body. It tickled, which only make Kirk 
struggle harder. He began to push against James and weakly punch against his chest. James only chuckled, 
obviously thinking it was some kind of game. His grip tightened, hurting his poor lover's shoulder. Kirk could feel 
his senses going numb. 

Suddenly, a shout from across the room snapped James’ attention upward. The weight was lifted off of Kirk's 
chest, and he gratefully gulped air. The next sensation he felt was that of James being ripped off of him and a 
loud thud from just out of his vision He raised himself up to see nothing but a mess of hair and flailing limbs. 
He jumped up, scooting to a spot behind the couch where he could watch. 

Somebody was fighting with James. 

How? Who? It was happening so fast it took Kirk a moment to catch up. 

James had just thrown a chair at the other one, and he had dodged. He was small, and fast. 

Lars? 

Lars charged the larger man and bowled him over into the coffee table, the table smashing under the weight 
and sending the frontman crashing to the floor. James, growling as he jumped back to his feet, slammed his 
fist into the other's stomach, doubling him over and stunning him for just long enough to crack him in the 
nose. Lars managed to jump out of the way of the next attack, throwing a punch that knocked the larger man 
back to the ground. James sprung up again to fight, but the drummer just kicked as hard as he could into his 
stomach, knocking him over and winning the battle. James groaned, clutching his stomach with both hands and 
rolling onto his side. Lars stood victorious over the frontman, holding his shoulder where he had been hit 


before. 

Kirk was in shock. He had never seen Lars fight before. And win, that is. But why had he done that? Did Lars 
somehow know that he was hurting? 

He stepped around the couch nervously, approaching Lars. The drummer was wiping away blood from his nose 
with a sleeve. 

"Uh... |, uh, thanks..." Kirk stammered, forcing somewhat of a smile. Lars just nodded, taking Kirk by the arm and 


leading him into the other room. 


The drummer grabbed some tissues on the way, holding his nose with them and sitting down on one of the 
chairs while pulling up a chair for Kirk to sit on. Kirk sat, concerned about how badly his friend was hurt. Lars 
didn't give him a chance to ask, he just went right to the point. 

"How long you gonna let him do that to you?" he asked. 

"Huh?" was the answer. 

"You know what | mean..." Lars said, "Do you know just how fuckin’ shitty | feel when | walk in and | see you 
lookin’ like you're gonna fuckin’ cry while he's having the time of his life? It's not right!" 

Kirk didn't know what to say. He never thought of it that way. 

"B-but.. we love each other..." was all he could answer, still in a state of shock from the battle. 

Lars' eyebrows narrowed. "You- you don't...” 

He didn't finish, but instead looked Kirk in the eyes and said, "Kirk, listen.. no.. he doesn't" 

Kirk apparently looked more confused so he continued. 

"He fuckin’ told me that. He told me that the whole love thing only lasted a few weeks, and that he only kept 
you around because you're good for a cheap fuck now and then" 

The guitarists eyes widened. Lars stopped, composed a sad look, and then threw the bloody tissues away. 

"| guess I." Kirk hung his head, ".| guess | kinda knew...” 

Kirk's heart twisted inside of his chest. Lars was right. He had known that for a while, but his mind just 
refused to accept it. He looked back up to Lars who had gotten another wad of tissues and was holding his 
nose. His emerald green eyes glistened in the light of the nearby lamp. They were pretty. They clearly showed 
that he was concerned. 

"You just can't let him do that to you anymore.." the drummer mumbled, sighing, "You.. you don't deserve 
that" 

Kirk lowered his head. He didn't realize that Lars felt so strongly about this before. He had never said anything. 
To him, anyway. 

"You hurt bad?" Kirk asked as the question came to him. 

Lars shook his head and answered, "No.. I've been worse. Just.. just don't.. don't let James use you anymore...” 
"|... | won't..." 

The little drummer gave Kirk one of his signature looks that seemed to say ‘you'd better be serious’ before 
getting up to give Kirk a big hug. 

After a long pause, he sighed again, "l. | didn't mean to hurt James | just.. | saw you there and you.. you looked 
so fuckin’ upset and l- | just snapped | guess...” 

"Yeah, | know..." Kirk said, "Thanks." 

Lars tightened his grip around Kirk before letting go, looking up into his friend's deep brown eyes and grinning. 
His nose had stopped bleeding. 

"Hey, wanna go somewhere for breakfast?" Lars asked. The word ‘breakfast’ was enough to remind Kirk how 


hungry he was getting. 

"Yeah!" he smiled back, watching Lars as he fished the keys to his car out of his pocket and then followed him 
to the door. Kirk anticipated the ride. It might be fun. Besides, it would give him plenty of time to think. Think 
about what had just happened. Think about James. Think about this strange new feeling that he was getting.. 
The feeling he got whenever he looked at Lars. 


